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The people she loved: the wine-bucket bare she
To the hands   of the men.     But now fell to

Hygelac

His very house-fellow in that hall the high
To question full fairly, for wit-lust to-brake him.
Of what like were the journeys the Sea-Geats had

wended:

How befell you the sea-lode, O Beowulf lief,
When thou on a sudden bethoughtst thee afar
Over the salt water the strife to be seeking,
The battle in Hart ? or for Hrothgar forsooth 1990
The wide-kenned woe some whit didst thou mend,
For that mighty of lords ?    I therefore the mood-
care
In   woe-wellings   seethed;   trow'd   not   in   the

wending

Of thee the lief man.   A long while did I pray thee
That thou the death-guest there should greet not

a whit;
Wouldst let those same South-Danes their own

selves to settle
The war-tide with Grendel.    Now to God say I

thank
That thee, and thee sound, now may I see.

Out then spake Beowulf, Ecgtheow's bairn:
All undark it is, O Hygelac lord,                    2000

That meeting the mighty, to a many of men;